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WHILEIWORKINMYSTUDIO,mylandlordperformsherannualwalk-throughofmyapartmentandtextsherconcern:it?sprettygriefyinthere.ShehasfoundgriefthecolorandconsistencyofchewedBubbleYumalloverthesingle-familyunitbutespeciallyinthefollowingareas:inthelivingroomwhereweusedtogethighandwatchSixty-threeScariestSeaMonsters,ontheflooraroundthebedweboughttogetherinadifferentcity,andintheshower,whichshespecificallyinstructedusuponmovingintwoyearsago

tokeepcleanduetothepotentialforbothgriefandwaterdamage.

?I?msosorry.I'llcleani timmediately.I?vebeensobusywiththesemester,?Iwritebacktoher.Thegriefmakesi thardtotype,myfingersstickingtothephonescreenandmyhandscoatedwithapinkthatfeelslike

ceramicsslip.

?Pllcomebackinthreemonthstocheck.Youknowthelease.?

Whenwesigned,Iskimmedthelengthygriefclause,theinstructionsfor

e ePreventionandmaintenance,theconsequencesshouldtenantsleavetheir°griefunchecked.Noneo fthis,Ifigured,wouldapplytous.Wewouldfall

*&( = ),moreinloveinthesesunnyrooms.

QQ, ??She?sbeingreallyjudgmental,?mybestfriendsaysoverthephone.Iam

walkingfromthestudiotothebaryouthoughtwastacky,theonewithahundredoldclocksonthewall.I tisonlythreebuti tisfivewheremyfriend

lives.

?Tthasgottenkindofbad,though.Shehasapoint,?Isay.Mybodyishot
withshame,theneighborhoodablurofredbrickandgoldleavesaroundme.

?Well,don?tbetoohardonyourself.Shedoesn?tgettocontrolhowyouIorderabeeranddrinki tfast,openabookfullofpoemsIwon?ttalk
toyouaboutandstareatit.Theclocks,shapedlikeowlsandcatsandtiny

woodenhouses,arestuckonahundreddifferenttimes.#&#&aFOURMONTHSAGO,BACKINSPRING,youdecidedyouwantedababyafterall.We'dbeentogethersixyears,whichistosayfivevisitstomybestfriend,ortwoartdegrees,orfourChanukahsinmyparents?too-clean,?post-grief?livingroom??Wedon?tdwell,wekeepbusy,?mymothersaidbrightly?orinnumerableconcertsinabandonedwarehousesontheedgesofcities,or
oneheirloomring.eeea



Youhadntthoughti tthrou
muchyouliked,thenlovedme,tothiscity,thenfindingfreelance

thetour.

'n oyou?dhadtimet othink.Youwantedtobeafatherlikeyourown? aer,toteachyourchildhowtoplaybass,howtothreadabikethrouht h ecity?sramblingpark,howtodrawcomics.Y o:

lifeforward.You?dalreadyquitdrinking,

Irememberdiggingmynailsintomyarmswhileyouspoke,asi fIwas

madeofwetclay.Asi fIcouldsculptmyselfintothekindofwomaf!who

wantedthesethingstoo.7

?Areyousure??youasked,lookingdownatyournewboots.?You'dbe

reallygoodatit.?

?Yousoundlikemymother.?

Wewereonourbackporcheatingalmost-moldyraspberries.T h eday

gh,yousaid.YouwerecaughtupinhowthenthePressureofschool,thenthemoveeillustrationwork,thenthenewband,then

}werereadytomoveyour

wassunnybutcoolforearlyJune.IworeafuchsiadressIhaven?tworn

since,theoneyousaidlookedprettierthanmyusualdenim.

?I?msorry?Idon?twanttohurtyou,?yousaid.Youpulledthezipperof

yourDickiesjacketupanddown,asi fcoaxingyourhearttojumpout.

?Hey,look,youshouldhavewhatyouwant.Weallshould.Thankyou
forbeinghonestwithme.?AsIsaidthesewords,theyfloatedaboveme,thinandgreyandempty.Ishovedtheraspberriesintomymouth,imagined

dissolvingintothatred-pinkmess.4BW-
ONTHEBARSTOOL,viscousdropsofmypinkgriefblotoutthepoems.I?mnotsurewhattimei tis,onlythattheonewindowisdark.Iswipeatmyface.Pinkglazesmypalmslikehoney,makesi thardertoletgoofthepintglass.

Afterawhile,Isettleintoaleadensilencewiththerestoftheregulars.
Onmyleft,amiddle-agedmaninamessengerhatwhoseolderbrotherdiedofanoverdose.Tohisleft,ayoungerwomanwhoalwayswearsthesamerippedjeansandwhosegirlfriendcheatedonher.Onmyright,awomanmyage,apainterwhonolongerlovesherhusband.Lateatnight,weunfoldourlosseslikehalf-tornmaps.Griefgathersinourlungs,thewordsfor

everythingtrappedinsideus,insectsflailingintheflytapeofourthroats.

|t g ,
tes|

i?said.

?IIewasangryatmefornotbeinghonest,?she

?Qh,screwthat.?

Sheshakesherhead,smilesa

back,butIdon?tpush.

Igotothefridgetogetusalastround.Amuddybreezeblowsthrough
myopenwindow,carrieswithi taloudcarstereo,somethingbyFleetwoodMac.WebothloveStevie?svoice.Wetalkaboutmusic,ourfavoritecon-certs.[tellheraboutseeingRiloKileyfivetimeswithmybestfriend.ShetellsmeaboutmeetingherhusbandataSleaterKinneyshow,howhehadalltheiralbums.?Ithoughtthatmeanthewouldgetit,youknow??Shelaughs,exhalingasmallcloudofpink.ShetellsmeherdaughterdigsPJHarvey,howsheisalreadythisbeautifullystrangeperson,cravesthegoriest

fairytales,writesherownstoriesfilledwithangrywitches.

MylandlordisthekindofmotherIwouldhavewantedtobe:inloveand
openandfascinated.ButIknowmybodywouldn?teverfollow.I thasalwaystoldmewhati tdoesn?twant,howi tcannottransform.Now,inthisspacethatwillalwaysbealittlesad,alittlepink,Iwonderwhati tdoeswant;what

tme.Icantellsheisholdingsomething

???_-.

? |



packagefrommybestfriendandstrandsofmyhair,whichyoulovedthe

mosti nsummer,howi twouldgetcurlyandbigbeforearain.

?IFYOUWOULDJUSTBEMORECONSCIENTIOUSonadailybasis,thiswould

notbeaproblem,?mylandlordwritesinafollow-uptext.

I?matmystudionotworking.Octoberlightstreamsthroughthewin-
dowsandthoughthisheatisgoodfortheclay,i tmakesmewanttopunchthewalls.I?mnotworkingonaseriesoffairy-taleheroinesturnedmon-sters.Snowwhitesandredridinghoodsandsleepingbeauties,aloneandtogether,sprouttentaclesandbatwings,growfoxfurontheirarmsand

legs.Someofthemhavemyfaceandsomearemybestfriend.

?Tlovetheintensityyou?vecreated.Buttheyalsoseemalittletoo?some-

thing,?youtoldmeonyourlastvisithere,afewdaysbeforeyoumovedout.

?Maybetrymakingthemsofter???Whatdoesthatevenmean??

?Hey,don?tlistentome;it?syourmedium.?

Thenyouwereopeningabagofsaltandvinegarchipsyou?dbrought,
offeringmesome.Thenyouwereonyourphone,lookingupanewvideo

ofmyfavoritesinger-songwritertoshowme.

I tfeltexceedinglynormal,untili tdidnot.

?It?snotanissuewiththeunititself,?thelandlordtexts.

Shewouldknow.Shelivedhereforfiveyearsbeforeuswithherhusband

andthentheirbabydaughter,claimstheyhadnosignificantproblems.Thetenant(s)mustsimplyexerciseregularlyandgetatleastsevenhoursofsleeppernight,sheputintheleasewhichisprintedonrobin?s-egg-bluepaper.I tishighlyrecommendedthatthetenant(s)eatthree(3)handfulsofgreensaday,sticktoamorningroutine,communicatewithassociatesand/orfriendsand/orloversclearly.:Theycreatedinnumerablegallonsofsharedjoy,whichisthecolorand
consistencyoffreshorangejuicefleckedwithlemon,feelslikeacreekbub-blingaroundthechest,appearsinthemorningsinbeautifulcontainers.Eventuallytheyneededalargerhouseinwhichtostoreit.Theymovedafewstreetsaway,intoatwo-familyunitwithasoundproofmusicroomforhim(heplaysdrumsandbasslikeyou)andawritingroomforher(shewritesnovelswhenshe?snotwalkingaroundthecitymonitoringherten-

ants?grief),Nowtheirdaughterisfive.

?Thanksfortheadvice!!?Itextherback.ThenIkickoneofmyhalf-/
done,1ot>tt-enoughmonsterselves,crywhenmyfoothurts.|_?"

L \

ndmadeyou.I tisapatchworkofblueflo-res,twentydifferentshadesoffadedblue.

gheraletterinthebluejournal.

dsfornoreasonotherthanyoufind
inuii l li tisakindofmoving

Jttakesdays:theyareveryintricate.Sdf o r amdYouaremakingsomething.Arrangethefinishedonesinthebasket
? i ii ftheyaretreats.

arents?engagementgiftcamein,as!
G e tdrunkonenightandswallowhalfthesweetgumseedsdown.I tw i l lfeellikeyourgriefisscrapingyourvoice,puncturingyourlungs,stoppne

yourheart.Thisisthewaymanypeople£ 0youmowfromeating

ho ftheirowngrief,thesubstancecalcifyinginside.

et i eo nyourwriefyfootandfeelyourbreathslow.Outofthecorner

youreye,seeallyourtoolsglintingbesidethebluejournal.Haulyourbodytothebathroomandthrowup,jammingyourfingersdownyourthroat.

Yourgriefwillcutyouonitswayout,fillingyourmouthwithblood.

Sculptyourselfnow.Atthispointthepinkwillbehardert omanipulate,
rigidinplaces.Usetheheatofyourhands.Touchi tgently,lovingly,thewayheoncetouchedyou.Giveherpinktearsandsharpedges.Fillherchestwithowlclocks,catclocks,tinyhouseclocks,alltellingtheirdifferent,joy-

ful,painfultimes.: -(2B.

PutonthedressyourbestfrieraldressesshefoundatthriftstorCallherandapologize.Startwritin
Sculptapileofsweetgumseedpo

forward.



WHENTHELANDLORDKNOCKShardatthedoor,I?veforgottenaboutthewalk-through.Shefollowsmeintothelivingroom,eyingthegriefstillstuckbetweenthefloorboardslikecandlewax.Herlipsareglossedorange-gold,herskinperfumedwithgrapefruitbergamot.Jbreatheinandout,waitforhertotellmeIamfinishedhere,thatmylifewillneverbeasbrightashers.
Instead,shesitsdownheavilyonthecouchandsighs,?Doyouhaveany

beer2?Inoticea?smallknobofpinkinherhair,hercurlsstickingoutofi tlikewires. ?

?Oh,yeah.Ithinkso.?

IbringbacktwoMillers.Sheopenshersanddownshalfofit.

?Youmadethosesculptures,right?IthinkIsawyourworkinamagazine

once.Jlikethem;they?reweird.?

?Hey,thanks.?Itakeashortsip,myfaceflushing.?I?mreallysorryI,
haven'tcleanedenough.It?stakinglongerthanIthoughttogeti tunder??:?Ir?sokay.Imighthavebeenoverlyharshinthelease.Oy,youshouldsee

myownplacerightnow.I tcancreepupbeforeyouevenrealize.?

Shefinishesherbeer;Ibringheranother.Jwatchherdrinki tintwolong
gulps.?Mightaswell?noreasonnotto.?Somethingflickersacrossher

face.?Hey,sowhathappenedtowhat'shisface??

Itellheralittleaboutyou,whatIcouldn?tgiveyou.

Shesays,?That'srich.Waituntilhefindsoutparentingisn?tallprecious
moments.?Shetellsmeaboutthedayherdaughtertookoffhershoesat?Target,threwthemather,andthenknockedoveranentireHalloweendis-playbecauseshecouldn?thavetheexpensivewerewolfmask.Shetellsme

howshecan?tgetmorethantenminutesofwritinginadaybeforeher|daughterneedssomethingelse.
Wetalkabouttheprojectswe'retryingtofinish,aboutthewaysthiswork

isandisn'twhatweimagined.Howsometimeswestilldon?tfeellikewe?re

realartists.Thefucked-up-nessofthat.Ibringusmorebeers.

Shetellsmeabouthermiscarriageoverthesummer.Herhusbandwanted_,

totryagainrightaway.Shetoldherselfshewasready,shewantedtobeready.Shewantedtogiveherdaughterasibling.Thenherhiddenpink,morethansherealizedwasthere,roseupfromthebasementandflooded

thefirstfloor.

~ e e e e

THESEX-RAYSTELLTHEINSIDESTORYGrPERFECTSLEEPER??
POSTURE-PROTECTION
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Commercialsforexpensiveantigriefteasandhouseholddegriefersand
spatreatmentswithgrief-purifyingessentialoilsflashonthetelevisionbe-tweensegmentsoftruecrime,thevictim?slovedonestellingtheirstoriesfrominsidehousesmadesmallerbysomuchgrief,thewallspinkandclos-ingin,1.¢floorsthickwithit.Theirfacesarecoveredinmanyhardened

layers,theirheadshuge,theireyesshiningchipsabouttodisappear._

Everyfewminutes,oneofushocksagriefloogieontothefloor.The
bartenderglares,threatenstocutusoff.Theysayinthecommercialsthatlettingi touthelps,butinmyexperiencei tjustmakeseverythingmessier.Griefisnotlikeguilt?shotironorsadness?splacidgray.I tenvelopstheotheremotions,flowsfastandslow,sludgywithhistory,restlesswithanger,with

longing.Itsformkeepschanging.

SometimesIrubkneeswithapersonwholookslikeyouorwholooks
nothinglikeyou.SometimesItakethemhome.Whenwemakelove,wesweatpinkandi tbindsourbodiestogether,makesi tfeellikewearebe-comingathird,betterthing.I thurtsmorethani tshouldtopullapartafter,whenIsendthembackintothenight.I fallasleepwithsomeoneelse?sgrief

smearedonmyfreckledchest.

Inthemorning,Iwakehungoverandsurprised,asi fthecold,wetlayerinmybedisitsownweather,asuddensnowweighingonmybody,almostablanket,almostacomfort.Iclawmyselfoutandinspectthelatestdamage.Freshblobssmatterthehallway.Tauntstringsstretchfromthebottomsofmyfeet,aspiderwebthatcollectsmygoodsculptingknivesandacare



?WECANBANGTHISSHITOUTinaweekend.Thenyoudon?thavetoworry

aboutit,?mybestfriendsaysbeforeherannualvisit.

ShearrivesthefirstnightofChanukahwithadusk-bluejournalforustowritelettersinandsendbackandforth,adressformethatshesewedher-|

:?Well,maybeIcanmakemyself

self?she?sadesigner?andthelemonsatsumadegriefertheysellatfancy|AMONTHAFTERYouLEFT,Itoldmyself,:°
grocerystores. aanwantababy.?Limaginedmyselfrippedopen,rearranged,holdingourchild.?Geez,i tiskindaroughinhere.?Shethrowsherlongpowder-bluecoatIimaginedyouadjustingitsfingersontheneckofaguitar,spreadinga

overtheonecleanchair,opensthefridgeandclosesit.Shelooksbrighter'Vetchentablewithgoodpaperandpencilsandshowingourchildhowto
thanI?veseenherinawhile,herSipsthesamecolorashercoat,herhairpressfacesandcolorintowhite.Ismiledthinkinghowpatientandgentle

afreshmidnightblue.I?mgladshe?sleftherlatestboyfriend,acorporate,youwouldbe,howI'dseenyouwithyournieceandnephew.;

lawyerwithaloveofPhish.m?ThenyouwerewatchingmeholdthebabyonmyhipwhileIstirreda

akeapinchpot,howto

Ipourusmygoodbourbonoverice.Shelightsthecandles,turnsonthe
startinginthebedroomandmovingoutward.?SoIseeyou'vebeenrun-

ning,?shesaysandlaughs,asneakerfullofpinkinherhand.

Soonthefloorboardsshine.Sherollsupthepink-clottedcarpetyouand|
IfoundatGoodwill.Wewerehungoverthatday,afightwe?dhadthenightbeforeaboutWesAnderson?Ifoundhismoviessexist,yousaidIwasbeingtooharsh?lingeringinourmouths.Browsingtheskirts,Ihadthefeelingofridingaflat-tiredbike.Youstayedinthemoviesectionalongtime,pullingDVDs,slidingthemback.Afterawhile,webothdriftedtotheaquamarinecircleinhomegoods,squintedattheprice.?Notbad,?wesaid

- sculptadog,abird,atree.Andyouwouldlovememoreforthis,Iwassure.

Youwouldstayandstayandstay.

Ididnotallowmyselftoimaginelookingdownatmyselffromagreat
distance,watchingmybodyperformthethingsthatwouldkeepthebabyalive.Ididnotimaginethinking?eighteenyearsandthenIcanbemyselfagain.?Ididnotimagineaharder,deadliergriefgrowinginmyabdomen,takingupthespacewherethebabyhadbeen,thekindofgrieftheydon?tmakecommercialsabout,thekindyoucan?tcryorcoughout,thatrespondstonotreatmentsatall,noteventime,thepinkquartzthatgrowslargerandheavierwhenyoutrytoescapei t,todowhatyoulove,whenyousculptorrunorvisityourbestfriend,agriefthatpullsyoudown,draggingyouback

atthesametime.

Inyourhands,afeministhorrormovieyouthoughtI'dlike.hometowhatyoutellyourselfispleasure,thekindthatentombsyourheart

intheshapeofavalentineheart,thatpaintsaterrifyingsmileonyourface.

?Irsgroundsodeepintothefibers.You'llneverbeabletocleanit,?my

Atsomehazytimeofnight,drunkonourlastbottleofwhiskey,Icalled

bestfriendsays,heavingtherugouttothedumpster.Igetaneeriefeeling.

Theapartmentismovingbackwardsintime.I tisstartingtofeellikewhenyouatyournewapartmentandsaid,?Okay,Icandoi ti fthat?swhatyou

want.Idon?twanttoloseyou.?

wefirstmovedin,sleptonanairmattresswhilewewaitedforthePod.I tis

startingtofeellikewewereneverhereatall.Whoisshetotellmehowto?It?sokay,youdon?thaveto.?

?Noreally,Ichink?vechangedmymind.Let?stry.?

dothis?She?sneverlovedanyonemorethanayear.Shethinkssheknowsso

much.Ivismygrief.I tisgoingawaytoofast,leavingmewithonlymyself.?Idon?twanti tlikethis.I tdoesn?tfeelright.I?msorry;Ineverplanned

anyofthis.?

?Look,let'stakeabreak,?Itellher,pullingthespongefromherhand

harderthanImeanto.?You?reonvacation.Let'srelax.Letmetakeusout.?LatelyIthink:whatisworse?Thatyouleftme,orthattokeepyouIhad/?Well,okay,i fyou?resure.Givemeaminute.?beenwillingtoleavemyself?oe f

Sheemergesfrommyofficeinabluedresspatternedwithamberflowers,- .

platformboots,andLuciteglassesfilledwithsilverconfetti.?Youlooklike

apunkPollyPocket,?Itellher,smiling.

Sherollshereyes.?It?saliving,sortof.?She?sworriedshe?llneverbeabletofocusonherowncreations,willspendforevermakingpatdesignsfora_bigboxstore,__._ ? !

} ?lentilsoup,watchingmeteachthebabyhowtom



IFEXERCISEANDDIETFAIL,tenantisencouragedtotrythefollowing

Bringhomeallofyourtoolsfromthestudio.Collectasmuchi n ka
possible.Combinei tintoablobinthemiddleofthelivingroom.?thecouchwithanAldibrandsparklingwater.Rememberhowheo i ei tdirtbagLaCroixandhowyoulaughedhardeventhoughi twasn?tthat

youpointedouttheproblematicparts,saidyouruinedallthejokes.,
PickuptheRuthAsawabookonthecoffeetable.Rememberhowhe

boughti tforyouinsecretafteryoufellinlovewiththeexhibit.r
Sculptthebabyyouwon'thave.Givei thiseyes,yourlips,hisgiantfore-

headthatearnedhimthenicknameBigNogingradeschool.Holdi ti nyourarmsforanhour;inertandcold.Feelyourjawtighten,thebilerise?/

inyourthroat.Feelimmensereliefandsadnessasyou

pressi tintoabowlingball,erasingallitsfeatures.

Sculptyourpinkintothenextwomanhewilldate.Awomanalorlikeyourlandlord,sweeterthanyouare,prettier,moreateasewithherself,ateasewithbabies,inlovewithbabies.You?resureshe?llmakea

reallyexcellentmother.

Thensculpthimwithher,beingsuretomakehim
happierthanheeverwaswithyou,likeyourlandlord?shusband.Pulloutyourbackcarryingthembothtothe

dumpster.

Sculptminiversionsofyourselfatageten,age
twelve,agefifteen,agetwenty,basedonphotographs

youhaven'tseeninyears.Givethemwings,paws,horns,spikedbacks.Seehowtheygrowprogressivelybraverandalsomoreafraid.Placethem/
aroundyourhouse.Walkamongthem,andsaytothem,?It?sokay,it?sokay,

Toveyou,I?mtakingcareofus.?

sag,blockingthewindowsout.Eventuallythecitytearsthesedown.Intheirplace,McMansionsandsleekapartmentbuildingsgoup,incorporatingthelatestingrief-proofdesign.Theyresemblespaceshipsfromadistantplanet,aplacewherethey?vesolvedheartbreakandloss,wherethey?vereplacedallthecigarettesandwhiskeyandcryingjagsandmidnightinternetpurchases

andregrettablesexwithtriathlontrainingandgoodespresso.

Unsurprisingly,thewealthycanremovetheirpinkquicklyandefficiently.

TheymaintainaPrivatelandfill,payfortheirownbiweeklydisposal.TheTestofuswaitforthecitytrucks.Ouralleydumpstersoverflow,pinkcom-biningwithcoffeegroundsandrottingfoodandsecretpregnancytestsand
??brokenfurniture.Birdsf lyontotheslimymountains

andgetstuck.Atnight,wehearthemcalling.

Lately,onmywalkshomefromthestudio,Ide-

j'tourpastmylandlord'shouse.Theaironherstreet

smellsoftangerinesandfireplacesnowthattheeve-ningshaveturnedcolder.Fairygardenssurroundold-growthtrees.Thesunisalwayssetting.Brighttrianglesoflightcutintomyface.Shehasapeachtreeinfrontandmanyvasesandaquariumsandcrys-taldecantersofjoyinthewindows,shiningworldsoforangegold.Intheunfinishedbasement,aseaofgrief

churnsbutIdon?tknowthisyet.Ionlyfeelbitter.

limagineherandherhusbandinsideshuckingoys-
terslikeweneverlearnedtodo.She?sinthedress|sawherwearatanopeningonce,similartomyfuch-siaonebutwithacoolerprint,asexierneckline.Shesqueezeslemonoverthesaltybodies.Hestandsbe-hindher,wrapshisfleshyhandsaroundherwaist,kissesherneck,bitesdownforaninstant,leavesa

plumcircleliketheyareteenagers,Shelaughs,flecksofspitflyingfromhermouth.Upstairstheirdaughterpracticesonherchild-sizeguitar,prepares

asongtoperformforthem.;?

Peo



?I'msorry,hon.Iknowthingshavebeenhectic.Juststay,please.I?m
fine.?Ithrowtheblanketoffofmeasi fforemphasis.Myjeansandcardigan

areoldandfadedanditchy.

?Fuckoff.Icameallthewayhereandyou?renoteventryingtomoveon.
It?slikeI?mnotevenhere.?Shegoesintomyofficeandclosesthedoor.The

lockIdidn?tknowwasthereclicks.

Iwakethenextmorningstillinmyclothes,intheafternoon.Astagnant

pondofpinksurroundsmeinbed.Mybestfriendisgone.Onmyphone
hertextreads,LoveYOUDARLIN.SORRYIHADTOLEAVE.HOPEYOU'REOKAY.

Tcoughginksludgeforalongtime.I tcoatsmymouth,atastelikecheap

Mybestfriend?sgriefisgatheredtightlyinsideher.I fshedoesn?tgetad-_equatestretchesofquietinherapartment,i tspoolsout,asilkypinkthreadITIgSTILLWINTER,theparkdownthestreetquietwithsnow.Ijoginthatenvelopsherentirebody.ThefirsttimeIsawi twasincollege,around|therunningshoesmybestfriendcleanedout,mymusclesslowlycoming

nashittydrawingclass.Wewereonhercouchdrinkingawake,mylungs,thoughtheyfeelstiffwithpink,movingblueai rthrough

mybody.Thepathbeneathmeisstainedpinkasi f| amrunningonapaint-

.ing,onahundredmessybrushstrokesofloss.

arderforhertobreathe,thethreadatightening?AsIrememberhowtoswingmyarms,balancemyweightontheballs

ssorstocarefullycutherout.Withinmin-ofmyfeet,Irememberatimebeforeyou,gettinginshapeforpreseason

gain.Icutheroutagain.Wedidthisuntilsoccer,runningmygirlhoodneighborhoodinadifferentpartofthecoun-

morning.__-try.Holidaylightsstillthreadfront-yardpines,castablue-goldsheenon

morningsnow.Thedullwarmthofmypink-grayhomeliftsfrommyskin,leavingmefreezing,myhandsnumbing,mylegsshakinguntil,atlast,the

workIamdoinggivesmemyownheat.

podsdotthesky.Iamcarriedinsteadyloopsthroughthelandscape,apartofi tandalsoaseparatecreaturemovingthroughi t ,shapingi twithmystrides.Iforgetwhatisinsideme,thepinktentacledlikeaseamonster,

threateningtoburstoutanddestroyanyonewhocomestooclose.

ThenI seethelandlordandherhusbandfartherdownthepath.Hewears

anorangehat,sheacoralfleece.Herfaceisshadowedfromlackofsleep,butIdonotnoticethisatthetime.AllIseeishercuteleopardleggingsandthelovelystreakoffuchsiainherhairandechoesofus.Helumbersbehindh e rthewayyoudidthefewtimeswerantogether.Youweretryingtoget-inbettershapeafteryourtour.YouworeaT-shirtfromyourintramuralc o a lteamthatsaidBALLSonthefront.Yourrunwasallelbows.?I?ma_ badnewsbear,Helpmeout,coach,?yousaidandwebothlaughed.7 )

whenwemeti

ArborMist.Shewastellingmeabouthertwinsisterwhodiedwhenthey

wereteenagers.

Asshespoke,i tgrewh icocoon.Iusedhersewingsci
utes,hergriefspunaroundhera



5emtowardmyhouse.Soon,

mar a r eSiedownw a yf a c ev e etheminmyi s tp ress
globso fgriefare°a ethroughthebrightcitrusofoneS t e e teP i? themintoaballasastarustedJeepdrowninginpink,aPangao ws p l a tdecayo fanothesPkslikePeptoBismol,anabove-groundpooc o l tP? ,teredw i t hh ae ecarwithatoddler-sizedpinkboulderint h er iversayellowFisherabaseballcapplacedonitshead.Otherpeople'smournseat,atoddlersair,sitsheavyonmychest.Ispeedup,imaginem yP i n k

n ec o u no fm ea l la tonce,givingmeanempty,clean,whistling,he:

owing0

selftostartoverin.

VETHOUGHTSlikesmallknives,usethemtomakemany

olcae; NO1f;Whycan?tyouwantwhatotherwomenwant?

srlivlovedv o ui twouldn'thavemattered;i fonlyyouweresofter,lesshewalv tv e rf i n dapartnerwhodoesn?twantchildren.«fresh
n eo u rleasewhichstillsmellsofourSundaybreakfasts,o

tak,

ffeeandthegarlickyomeletswithgoatcheeseyoumadeus.Ireadthe

coffeean

griefclauseoverandover:

intainabasiclevelofgriefupkeep.Tenant(s)

tbehardfortenant(s)tomaintaina

eens1premisesliketheirbody,assumingtheylovetheirbody.Tenant(s)?

totreaove

r o r satheself,toliveinawaythatisworthyofthisjoyfulspace.I ft e n a.sddesanyissuesthatariseinatimelymanner,landlordreservestherighttoevi

themfromthepremises.

Ttakehertoaneighborhooddivewherewecankaraoke.Mybestfriend
ordersusfriedpickles,mozzarellasticks,nachos.\Vhenawomaninareddresssmudgedwithpinksings?GoodbyeEarl,?shedragsmeontothetiny,linoleumdancefloor.?Fuckhim,?shesays,lookingsteadilyatmeasweSwayinplace,herdressswirlingaroundherhips.?Ledidn?tdeserveyou.?

Tamfilledwithhomesickness,butIsaywhatIthinksheexpects,thekind

ofangerIwanttofeel.

?Seriously.Whyaremen??ThenIorderusabucket

ofbeers,

SoonwearesingingAlanisMorissette,?ourvoicesblurringtogether.WouldshegodownonYouinatheatre?Thewomenintheroomhowlandsingalong.?Thepinksmokeofallthenight?ssadsongsseemstolighten.?Backhome,wesettleontothecouch,theBabaYagablanketshequilted
meinundergradSpreadoverourlegs.Shetellsmeaboutthegrantshewas

justpassedupfor.

?Thoseassholeshavenotaste.You'rebrilliant,?Itellherandpourmyself

thispointIcan?ttasteit,

»insteadofcandlesorwood,holds

.?Sohaveyouthought

€rentherecan?tbeeasyonyourown.?
Andmovinginwinter,whatanightmare.?Itakealong

sipofmybourbon,

?Notrightnow.?mjustsayinginthefuture.?

?Look,weactuallyh:

thescenery.?

I tcomesoutmean,like]intended.Mybestfriendlooksatme.?Ithink

Ishouldgotobed.?

?Butit?snoteventhatlate.?

?It?s1am.Actually,Imightneedtoleaveadayearly,

outofi tlately.Icanfeeli t,youknow??

adarealrelationship.It?snotaseasyasjustchanging

mfeelingalittle|
??___
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